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'The T rage die of ,'g 

Then caii my care tiia^fe^ongu? delitie?i- hjm.v 
Rug. Mine earc is open^nffiriy beaftpseplux!. 

The worftis worldly iofie'tiiou canffvnfoliL 
SaVjismy Kin^clomeioff? Why.tvvas my cues. 

And what Ioffe is it to her id oficaie? 

St?iucs UrMtuibreok* Jpib^as gr.eatas:we? • 
GrcateiJh - ft^ftlln&>jt^o.:df'I)e&rue Gdd, - J 
Week ferue him too, and be his fellow fa. 

Reuolt our Subiecics? that we can not mendc. 

They breake their fay th to God as well as vs r 
Cry woc^cielffu ctu)n.u;ine,and decay. 

The woidl is death, and death will hatiehis day,. 

Shoo. Glad am I, that your Higlmeffe is fa armdc 
To bcare the tvdinais of calamitie, 

C? . 1 , . 

Like an vnkafonalde ftormieday, 

Which make the fftuer iliacryckowne their /bores.. 

As if the world were alkliffoiiKle.to tearcs, 

•So hicthabmiehisliinits fwels the rage 
OfBullinpbrooke,cot;ering vour fearefu'l land 
With hard bright fleele^ao^^cafts harder then fteele : 
White beards haue ai nui thcir thiiHie.and hairekffefcplps’ 
Againft.thy MjVi&ftie : nrvoj boy ef.vvith womens voyces 
Stnuetofpeakc bigg^ao&shlp their female soy nts 
In ftiffe vnwildioamscs , again ft thy Crowne, 

Thy very beadf-men 1 earne to bend their brow.es> , -“A 

O f d o u b 1 e fa t al 1 W o c f.g I'iaff thy ftatc. 

Y ea diftaftc women m;hnage.r!ift.ie billes.:: - , 

Again ft thyffftite (jotw j'lonirg; ancl old rebel!, 

And all goes woi fe tfea 1 1 i«uc power to tell, 

Ktrto. T o Weii ,to yveirthou telft a talc fo id- 
Where is thcLnrfe pf>ViltO>ire hvvltcreis Bago.t?. 

What is become of Bpfl lie.?- where. is Greene? 

That they haue let tbc-jdang^rouseijemie 

Mearfureour confines with fitch pcacchill IkpStO . 
ifwe p.reuaile, their heads ib.alipay for 
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I warrant they haue made peace with Bullmgkopk^:; • j 
Zero. Peace haue they ma^with him indeedemy Lord. 
p,h.v^w^ V ip«s^aimHl witho«tr«d^ptg^ s 


tnrff 


King Rtchurd tke Second. 

Dap eafity \v$m$ to.fawne on anytnan. ' .th - u. 

Snakes in my heart btoud warmd^hat ftingmy heart 5 
Three Iiidaffes^each one. thrice worfethenlucias, 

Would they, make peace? terrible hell - 

Make warre vponcheir fpotted follies for this . 

Scro. Sweetc ioue > s(I fee) changing!: 4ais property 
Turnes tothe fowreffand moll: deadly hate. • •• 

Againe vneurfe their fouler, their peaceis made, 

With headland not with hands r thofe T whom you curfe 
Haue felt the word ofdeathsdefooying wound, 

And lie f ui l lo w grauktin the hollow ground. 

Awn* Is Bii fine, Greene, and the Earle of Wiltfhiredead: 
Sc e. Yea^liofthem at Briftowlofltheir heads. 

Aum. Where is the Duke in y father with his power? 
King* No matter where,of comfort no man fpeake. 

Lets talke of gk^ye&pf wormes,and Epitaphs, 

Make duftourlpaper, and with ranie eyes hr 
Write forrovy.on the bofome oftiie earth. 

Lets choofe Executors and talkefofwilsfo 
And yet not fo, for what.can we bequeath, 

Sag# .'ground? .%■ 

Our lands jOufliups., and all are Btillingbrooks, 

And nothing can we call onr ownp ; but death. 

And that fmall modcll of the barren earth. 

Which (eruesas pafte and couer to our bones. 

For Godsfakelet vS fit vpon the ground. 

And tell* fed ftories ofthe death of Kings, 

How fome haue beenc depo&lc,fome fiaine in war. 

Some haunted by the ghofts.they hauedepofed. 

Some povfoned byrheir wi«cs,fome lleeping kild, 

AH murthered : for within.thc hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes death His court,andidicrfcthe antique fits, 

Scofrmg his flate,aiid griniiing at his pomoc. 

Allowing him a breath,a little fceanc, 

To Monarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 

totufing him with fclfe and? vaine conceit. 

As if this fls£h whicit wallas a bout our life, 

Fa ' Were 
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